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Prison Legal News 


Working to Extend Democracy to All 


Crime And Punishment In America 
By Paul Wright 


The October 7, 1992, edition of the Seattle Times reported 
that in Carson, CA a homeless man had been acquitted bya 
jury of stealing aluminum cans from a recycling bin. The man 
was charged with misdemeanor thett and the trial lasted four 
days. Faced with public criticism over the expense of the trial, 
Taylor Fitzmaurice, the prosecutor, is quoted as saying: "You 
can’t steal someone else’s property just because you want to 

I eat...1 feel the law must be applied equally.” 

This amply illustrates what the poor have known for cen™ 
turies: that laws in a capitalist society serve to safeguard the 
property and interests of the ruling class, i.e. those with the 
money. It wasn't that long ago when stealing a loaf of bread 
to feed your kids was a capital offense in England, as was 
poaching game on the huge estates of royalty. Fitzmaurice’s 
argument has been avidly used for centuries, that wanting to 
eat is no excuse to steal. Whether it’s a homeless man in 
California, landless peasants in Latin America, unemployed 
workers in Europe, they all run up against the “laws” of capi- 
talist societies that are made to ensure they starve and crimi- 
nalize attempts to prevent this. This takes many forms, from 
laws preventing collective bargaining, strikes and work place 
organizing, allowing scabs to be hired, on to laws against 
‘theft.” Of course large scale organized theft like the Savings 
and Loan rip-off, contractor fraud, etc., continue unabated. 

To say the law is applied equally is a joke. It’s like saying 
“If we find Donald Trump sleeping under this bridge we'll 
shoo him on his way too." Not too many millionaires are 
rummaging through recycling bins in order to eat. [’m sure 
the taxpayers of California will rest easier knowing that their 
recycling bins are so diligently protected by the state. 

That same issue of the Seattle Times had an article where 
the Supreme Court is considering the question of whether a 
convicted prisoner’s actual innocence stands in the way of his 
execution. The case involves Leonel Herrera, a south Texas 
drug runner accused ofkilling two cops. He was convicted of 
one murder and pled guilty to the other. Last February, days 
before his scheduled execution, new witnesses came forward 
to say that his brother Raul, who died in 1984, actually com- 
mitted the murders. Texas state courts refused to order a 
hearing because Texas las requires claims of new evidence to 
be made within 30 days of trial. A federal judge ordered a 
hearing in the case but he was reversed by the Fifth Circuit 
Court of Appeals. 

The state of Texas, joined by the Bush administration, 
argued before the Supreme Court that the constitution does 
not stand in the way of executing the innocent. Justice Ken- 
nedy asked if a videotape existed conclusively proving the 
accuseds’ innocence, would it be unconstitutional to execute 
them, Texas prosecutor Margaret Griffey replied: “No, so 
long as the trial procedures (years before) were constitu- 
tional.” Justice Scalia said that considering claims of inno- 
cence would put an “enormous burden” on the “system of 
justice.” 

[can't help but ask what system of justice (injustice is more 
appropriate) would knowingly permit the state murder of an 
innocent person. Ifthe constitution doesn’t protect the inno- 
cent, who does it protect? Instead of seeking a system that 
produces just results the ruling class prefers a system of 
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For years opponents ofthe death penalty have based their 
opposition to the death penalty, in part, on the possibility that P.O. Box 1684 
the innocent may be wrongly executed for crimes they did not Ff Lake Worth, Florida 33460 
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innocent. It is now a real possibility that the Supreme Court 
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Criminal Justice System Unfair to 
Radical Activist 


By Jon George 


"Toiling for the searching ones, on their speech- 
less, seeking trail, An’ for each unharmful, gentle soul 
misplaced inside a jail." 

Bob Dylan, Chimes of Freedom 

In 1978, Ed Mead said, I feela lot of interior conflicts. One 
side of me feels the need to stay here and build programs; the 
other side of me feels I’d rather get the fuck out or be dead. 
I’m in prison now because I tried to help prisoners." It’s now 
15 years later, and Ed Mead has decided he wants out. 

Ed Mead is a prisoner in the Washington State Reforma- 
tory at Monroe, and he has just spent more than 17 years of 
his life serving time for his political beliefs and the actions they 
led to. Ed took up arms against the state, and the state will 
neither forgive nor forget, suspending the justice it claims to 
serve in favor of its ongoing persecution of radical activists. 

Ed’s first experience of prison life came at age 18, when he 
was sentenced to three years for burglarizing a cigarette ma- 
chine. He spent the decade of the 60s passing in and out of 
similar institutions, paying his dues for similar crimes. That is, 
until the late ’60s, when he taught himself law and underwent 
a political awakening soon to be experienced bya generation 
of Americans on both sides of the bars. 

His legal efforts were rewarded with the sincerest form of 
flattery as actual attorneys began to copy his briefs. And his 
work on behalf of other prisoners put him in touch with the 
only other people who seemed to care about those locked 
up--political activists. As he says, "I got to thinking about it 
until one day I didn’t identify as a criminal anymore. I identi- 
fied as a radical." This conversion pushed him into further 
action. Objecting to inhumane conditions and guard brutality, 
he participated in a series of prison strikes, prison and pris- 
oner-support committees, a protest at the American Correc- 
tional Association convention, and fund-raising for the Attica 
massacre survivors. 

In 1975, he joined the George Jackson Brigade, designed 
to support prisoners from outside the walls by directly con- 
fronting the criminal justice system. The group’s name was 
taken from a radicalized black convict in Soledad, framed for 
attempting to escape, and murdered by guards in 1971. The 
Brigade’s first act was the bombing of the Olympia, WA 
headquarters of the Department of Corrections. From 75 - 
‘78 the group carried out close to 20 politically motivated 
bombings against oppressive or exploitative targets. Care was 
taken to target only property, not people. 

On January 23, 1976, Ed’s active role in the group came to 
an end during an attempted robbery of the Pacific National 
Bank in Seattle. The expropriation of funds for the revolution- 
ary movement ground to a halt as police attacked the building 
before giving the Brigadists a chance to surrender. One of 
Ed’s comrades was killed by a police bullet in the back, 
another was hit in the face. Ed was captured after returning 

fire. 

During his subsequent 17 years in prison, Ed continued his 
struggle for better prison conditions. He has led work strikes 
and hunger strikes, produced prison newsletters, filed civil 
rights suits on behalf of psychiatric prisoners, and worked 
tirelessly to educate, organize and progressively change the 
prisoners themselves. These efforts include attempting to 
desegregate the mess hall of the infamous Marion peniten- 
tiary, starting Men Against Sexism to stop prisoner-on-pris- 
oner rape, as well as homophobia and gay-bashing, 
disseminating legal information to prisoners, and serving as 
legal advisor to Native Americans seeking freedom of worship 
during their incarceration. Somewhere in the midst of all this 
he also found time to earn a college degree in computer 
systems. 

After years of putting his own life on the back burner, Ed 
feels it is finally right for him to concentrate on securing his 
own release. He has asked me for help. Since I agree with him, 
I in turn am asking you. I have little doubt but that I’m facing 
a tough audience. Most of you reading this probably have 
mixed feelings--hopefiully a little admiration for his work in 
prison, probably condemnation for the actions that put him in 
there. 

I’m not going to claim that Ed is innocent, a path chosen 
by many political prisoners who believe in the world view] just 
alluded to and thus see lying as simply one more means of 
struggle in a war where all methods are condoned. I will tell 
you, however, that Ed has never admitted to participating in 
a Brigade action besides the robbery attempt, nor has there 
been any evidence that he was, or any charges brought against 
him for such actions. 


My argument for his release will not be that he is a model 
prisoner who has completely reformed, although an excellent 
case exists should I have chosen that approach. His last infrac- 
tion was over seven years ago, he has no history of violent 
crime, he has educated himself, improved himself, and no 
longer advocates those tactics. 

In fact, Ed is not even asking for immediate release--he 
simply wants his sentence reduced to the time remaining on 
his attempted bank robbery charge. And in the interests of 
justice, the request should be granted. 

Contrary to the spirit of the law’s guidelines, as well as to 
cherished legal and moral principles, Ed Mead is facing two 
life terms in prison for first-degree assault. In Washington 
State, first-degree assault is a crime that usually results in an 
offender serving under five years in prison, and that’s if some- 
one is actually hurt. But Ed, because he had the temerity to 
resist the police, has one of the longest sentence in state 
history under such a charge. 

These two life sentences cannot be tied to the severity of 
his crime (for no one was injured) and we are, therefore, led 
to the conclusion that his outrageous sentence was politically 
motivated, a means of revenge against a man opposed to 
precisely the sort of prison abuse he now faces. 

What makes his disproportionate sentence unjust? First, it 
is a hallmark of democracy (as well as any political system that 
claims to be fair) that we have equality before the law. Rich 
and poor alike are supposedly subject to criminal penalties; 
even those in power are not above the law. Secondly, equality 
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under the law means that the lives and rights of the average 
citizen are not to be valued any less than those of the wealthy. 
We've moved beyond the wer-geld of the Teutonic tribes in 
which the severity of the penalty corresponded with the social 
position of the victim, not the seriousness of the actual crimi- 
nal act. 

Equality before the law is itself derived from a larger 
concept sacred to democracy and free societies; the equality 
of the people themselves. And this, when combined with the 
logical truism that equals should be treated equally, leads us 
to the unsavory but inescapable conclusion that the Washing- 
ton parole board just isn’t playing fair. 

If the average amount of time served for a injurious assault 
is under five years, then the only rational explanation that 
exists for Ed’s sentence (predicated upon actions that had no 
harmful result) is that the lives of police officers are being 
valued more than the lives of you and me. By tying Ed's 
sentence to who his victims were and not what he did to them, 
the state has violated its very reason d’aitre, namely to pre- 
serve our rights across the board. i 

It should come as a slap in the fact to every resident of 
Washington (and indeed the nation) that those charged with 
protecting us place a higher premium on their own skins, and 
use their power to see that this disparity becomes a legal 
maxim. 

However, this is not the only way in which the principle of 
equality is being shattered. Ed is also being singled out for his 
political beliefs. Since Ed’s initial sentence cannot be reduced 
under the law's structure, his goal of having time limited to 
what is left on his bank robbery charge depends on his being 
paroled from the two life sentences. And being considered for 
parole depends to a large extent upon the perception of 
“rehabilitation” held by the parole board. And the perception 
they have of Ed has been clouded by political prejudice. 

Evidence of Ed’s "rehabilitation" is voluminous. He has 
educated himself, devoted his time to bettering the prison 
population and the prison experience. He has also changed 
his attitude towards type of political violence he was engaged 
in, now deeming it ill-fitted to the time. While some are no 
doubt skeptical about such self-proclaimed conversions, it 
should be mentioned that this shift in thinking has been noted 
by, and his request for parole to his federal detainer endorsed 
by, no less important collection of people than his counselor, 
unit team, the prison’s review committee and prison warden. 
And these are the people whe have actual contact with him. 

The parole board, however, continues to rely on a psy- 
chological review done in 1976, shortly after his arrest. This 
review (which Ed refused to participate in) came to the 
conclusion that Ed was a violent revolutionary. And it is this 
characterization of Ed’s political beliefs which the Board had 
tenaciously clung to, never bothering to examine Ed's actual 
conduct, only his ideas that they feel should be locked up for 
life. 

But by this act, the Parole Board violates the First amend- 
ment which guarantees freedom of speech and thought. Sin- 
gling Ed out for parole denial because of his earlier beliefs is 
the same as penalizing him for them. Thus, the state says it is 
words, not actions, which mark one a criminal for life. And yet 
another egregious error is done to this man whose only goal 
was to make life a little better for those with no voice of their 
own. 

Ed deserves to be treated like any other person. He has 
done the crime, and done enough time, and he should come 
home. 

We now turn to the last remaining objection to Ed Mead’s 
release. It is not an objection put forth by the state, but one 
prominent in the minds of those people who have the collec- 
tive power to sway the outcome of this appeal: you and me. 
Accepting the fact of disproportionate sentencing, some 
might say that the answer is not paroling Ed, but making sure 
everyone facing similar charges receives equally harsh sen- 
tences. 

After all, even though former president Bush pardoned 
those who financed and equipped Nicaraguan terrorist 
groups, it does not follow that we should or now have to 
pardon all others locked away for actions of armed struggle. 
On the contrary, it could be argued, we need to put a stop to 
these pardons and paroles so there’s stiff sentences across the 
board. 

Fine, I’m in full agreement with the premise on which this 
sentiment is founded: namely, disparities in justice should be 
an impetus for increased vigilance, not an excuse to let every- 
one go unpunished. But what is justice? And are prison sen- 
tences, however long, capable of restoring the breach in the 
moral fabric which is crime? 
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Essentially, there are three competing and interconnected 
theories of punishment. Does Ed’s sentence, or even the 
concept of prison itself fall under any of these? 

The first theory says that justice should be compensatory; 
its goal is for the offender to compensate the victim to the tune 


of the crime. In Ed’s Case, nO money was ever taken and no 
one (other than his comrades) was actually hurt. Under this 
scheme, it is hard to see why Ed would be sent to prison at all, 
and certainly no reason why he should be there now. 


A second version of criminal justice is rehabilitation. Some- 


what ironically, the offender is locked away not for what they 
have done, but for what they might possibly do in the future. 
Prison functions under this scheme both as a warehouse for 
people who remain a threat to society, and as a place for the 
incarcerated to "better" themselves for their eventual return 
to the loving arms of the community. As discussed last time, 
Ed would deserve his freedom under this scheme as well. 
Whatever threat he posed to wealthy peoples’ property has 
dissipated, and his time was spent staying abreast of today’s 
technology. In addition to this, it should be noted that leftist 
political prisoners in America have the lowest recidivism rate 
of any other class of convicts. And given the rates for other 
prisoners, one has to question if prison ever aids in rehabili- 
tation or only puts up barriers of isolation, alienation and 
brutality. 


By now, some of you are probably rolling your eyes. To you, 
rehabilitation is a bleeding-heart pipedream. For you, justice 
means “and eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth." This may 
come as a surprise, but I agree wholeheartedly. So let us 
assume a retributive model. What is Ed actually serving time 
for? Since he didn't actually succeed in doing anything, more 

than 17 years in prison seems a little outlandish. Once again, 
Ed seems to have been punished for nothing. 

But if we move beyond strict retributive theory, we come 
across a variant that says one can be punished for what one 
attempts to do, with the punishment corresponding to the 
intended crime. In the case of the bank robbery, no one 
disputes what was attempted. But by now the government has 
stolen far more of Ed’s life than the amount of money he 
intended to steal, and it has had to spend over a half-million 
dollars to do it (a minimum of $30,000 per year for 17 years). 


Leaving aside the sentence for bank robbery, which Ed isn’t 
contesting, we come to the slightly sticker problem of the 
assault charge. Ed claims he was shooting to secure a negoti- 
ated surrender. While some may doubt this, it is clear that the 
state interpreted the action as a simple assault rather than an 
attempted murder--lending credence to Ed’s claim. If this is 
still not enough for the bloodthirsty, I have to ask you, in all - 
seriousness, how nearly two decades of abuse and isolation 
can ever be equated with the few seconds of terror experi- 
enced bythe police; how the window of injury that those police 
looked out of for a brief moment can justly be opened for the 
rest of Ed’s life in the violence-ridden prison system. This isn’t 
retribution, it’s exponential torture. 

As for the rest of you: since we can never be sure what was 
in Ed’s mind as he was firing, it is impossible for us to accu- 
rately judge the intent of his actions in order to assess it for 
retributive purposes under intent theory. We are therefore 
compelled to consider only the results. And the results were: 
whatever was attempted, was stopped. We are thrown back 
upon the conclusion that Ed should be released. 

Thus, through all the permutations of justice, we reach the 
same inescapable conclusion. But this conclusion does not 
become manifest at the point of one’s awakening to its force. 
This conclusion, fought on the field of thought, must now be 
extended to the plane of reality. Because Ed’s freedom wil! 
not be won by judicious reasoning, only by public pressure. 
And it takes more than one person to apply the sort of 
pressure needed. 

So please, if you agree with me about Ed Mead's predica- 
ment, for any of the reasons I've stated, lend a hand by writing 
or calling the governor, asking for his release to the federal 
detainer. Help Ed to get this part of his life behind him and 
start to do some good on the outside; where we need him so 
badly--and where he deserves to be. 

Governor Mike Lowery 
State Capital 
Olympia, WA 98504 
(206) 753-5000 
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The end is near and so are we, all of us on this planet are staining the fog with icey 
fists. Sun rises then disappears, rain appears and washes within the breezy bubb-bubb jumpy 
thing. Crayons represent us on earth as a whole, weezy films a snazzy Gumm-fry. People 
are crazy in their own mind when they want to, when his papers inside of fire-cars were damp. 
How come the armour had melted bugs formed from within all this? Mumbo jumbo is fish. 
Gentle formations of misted green ghosts, some of us are mutilated at the thoughts of others. 
March, did an onion, when the hot coals glowed, and muscle-boundpeople talked about 
themselves. Standing in morose unity, in large saucers, was the weight of this matter. Time is of 
all zero months. | sometimes wonder if it is. The fish came from cold climates, and minutes are 
passing within skeletal suits. Mubbumism is truism, then how come jubulation is upon flattery 
in boxes. Fat city blues, slimey fraction chews, damn dirty ape and stringy farmers crop all corn 
while rain falls upwards. Messerschmidt travels to Buzzum Bee-bee, gasoline gumbo soup with 
xerox hissy-girls, working class heros and all cities. Soap operas are inside cream eggs 
repeatedly using pens. Visions grew plutonium stapled to country vines and “‘Hhalluppaa!”’ 
On the road, is flat news indeed. Jimmy runs saying ‘‘Giddy-up on wine fumes!”’ Amplifying 
rectum sounds are running wildly in furnaces. We are inhuman beans in the froth, as the tide 
cheats cheap mechanics. Itchy Archie picks his nickel trowser seat. 


Yay Andersen io) ee 


Mi 


see" 
= 


” . 
3a 
<= 


— 


i 
KY) 


pe 


ey iy 
(Tp) 


4, 
ROAR LAA? 
ea iseaee 
rit 


| ie 
Ae men \ 


— sS3see AW) | i WS 


ee 
—— 


yy y aed 


Sx 


Ss 


OAS IE\ ANVERSOW AWD EVic PETERS 


Ri = eee 
5 <ec* (Vea 


Y fei 


aan 


BIZ HY OH 2 ay 71 
DOOSSIW. YO FAL “TLLWO -:- 


AM 


; 


aN 


45 a 


st a I Lyi, 


nN. 
oe 

aS v 
+ 


A\ 


v 


UE . @ Lib 
Pr Se ’ 
Pr any 


"WL, 


at 
ANNO ABR 


(317) 935-0232 
SS# 316-74-8106 


The Mute Of Victory 


nestled deep in black 
‘n casual pounding chant 

| find that living-fare 
surpasses the want of dignity 


I clamp my mouth around it 
as if to drink my fill 

and find my mistress believes 
in the darker side of me 


blood from one oF both 
its source its flavor 
cannot betray 

I find that 1 enjoy 
this episode of hate 
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Gift 


I lose again 
to the hungry hand 

the miracle of pasture 
I’m enjoyed to minister 
repeats before me 

the misery of knowledge 
the broad design of faith 
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I bend myself 
to sniff 
myself I 
recognize the flavor 

the candid appropriation 


of God’s vagina y Oy 


head first I place 
my body in the hot creek 
and enter the water 

the gift of violation 

I make to ensure 
deliverance from their fate 
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CULTURE VULTURES by DF Lewis 


| The bookshelves were stacked with cassette tapes. Earfuls of them. 

The body must have been left lying there for ages, since the high 
stench had literally sprayed from the letter-box into a kid's prying face, 
one who was delivering a free newspaper, despite the ‘Sign on the garden 
gate expressly forbidding such delivery. 

When I was finally alerted, as head of paupers' funerals in the local 
authority, the police work had been carried out. They had decided that the 
dead body had been left lying for some weeks, if a successful suicide could 
be blamed for such dilatoriness - which I doubted. Still, a dead body has 
got broad shoulders, in more senses than one - bones tending to spread out 
with the grain of decay. There was a desultory investigation by the 
autopsy man, where, on peering over his shoulder, I saw that there was very 
little differentiation between the congealed blood and the flesh proper. 

There being no family to pick over the bones, as it were, I had my 
beady eye on the cassette tapes. From a cursory glance of the scrawled 


labels on the narrow side of each unpliable cuboid, the dead body had been 4 
7 TN HNATAavenert 
ae 


GET PISSED 


a great lover of classical music. He and I had at least that in common. 
Even, the autopsy man, a philistine at the best of times, whistled with 
some bemused amazement, claiming that he didn't mind "a bit of that 
philharmonic stuff like that big fat geezer who sung the World Cup theme 
tune and, yes, of course, Mantovani". 

"Mantovani?" I pretended I was not old enough to remember. 

"Yes, Mantovani. Haven't you heard his ‘Charmaine’? And, who else? 
Semprini. He played nice stuff on the piano. Geraldo. I reckon a lot of 
that dance music is even better than some philharmonic stuff." 

The autopsy man did a mock jig round the dead body's living-room, as 
if reliving a romance of his youth when he danced the night away with his 
loved one to the sounds of some godawful Max Jaffa palm court rave or a 
Victor Sylvester jamming session! 


With him thus preoccupied, I was further scrutinising the cassettes. 
A lot of classy sounds. Ranging from Monteverdi to Boulez. All the Bartok 
string quartets (my favourite). Tippett. Mahler. Schoenberg. And some 
composers even I had never encountered before. Hugh Wood. Ruders. Glass. 
Steve Reich. Havergal Brian. The Grateful Dead. 

The Grateful Dead? 

They weren't particularly classical. Weren't they a flower power pop 
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group from the late sixties? I seemed to remember a friend of mine (in his 
forties, now) saying they were the best thing since sliced bread. And why 
sliced bread was such a good thing to be the best thing since ... well, I 
had never, till today, questioned. 
Meanwhile, the autopsy man was acting turvy. ) 
He had grabbed a cushion and was waltzing it around the room. , Ce bi 
No, I was wrong, because I couldn't believe my eyes. e SS —~).)- 
The cushion was not a cushion at all. It only looked like a cushion. 2 = PB aal:l= 


In truth, it was a part of the dead body's body, lace-trimmed with a tripe- 
like fatty gristle, tinged pink. Goodness knows what he would have done if 
he had real music to jab his legs to. Most of it was in his head. Yet, I 
suddenly heard the imperceptible 'it is, it is, it is’ sound that one often 
hears from others’ personal hi-fi sets: an irritating habit of live bodies 
when they travel on trains these days. But, no, the autopsy man's ears did 
not wield such a spider-headclamp... 

Unnoticed by both of us (and presumably likewise by the policemen), 
the dead body's head possessed a sprung device consisting of a shiny black 
half-hoop embedded in the white skull bone like a cinemascopic rodent ulcer 
trying, not to escape, but to enter a sinking ship - each extension of the 


hoop bearing a sanitary lug-pad stained with yellow wax. The interminable 
it-is emanated thence. 


We then heard the sound of something coming through the letter box. 
No doubt this month's 'Good Music Guide’, but we had scrammed through the 
back way, without bothering to investigate. Paupers' funeral arrangements 
are not always such avant garde affairs, I hasten to add. Yet, sometimes, 
paupers kindly end up burying themselves, as eventually turned out to be 
the case with today's stiff. Saves on council money. A lot to be said for 
it. Anyway, my friend the autopsy-turvy man - I've managed to get him into 
Stockhausen and Frank Zappa, but only after I promised to accompany him to 
a Richard Clayderman gig next week. He'll be doing our packed lunch. 
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EAT 
MORE 
GRAINS!!! 
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“Why I Hate Politicians" 


GET PISSED 


-They're all frat boys. You can tell. They have the handshake 
and the insincere grin and the tie. 

They probably secretly have the corduroy baseball cap too. 
The National Conventions are just big pledge meetings. 
And the politicians’ expressions and speeches and promises 
sound like the Delt you met at a frat party who 

was a little more obvious about wanting to rape you 

and who kept getting you Another Beer and 

asking if you wanted to look at his record collection 

when all he had was one Doors tape he played 

Over and over again... 


EVERYTHING HAS TO 
CHANGE RIGHT NOW! 


GET Pissed 


"Family Secrets” 


The men in my family are disgusting pigs. They have a sick infidelity gene 
that compels them to cheat on their wives. 

My grandfather had it, my grandmother's brothers 

had it, and my own father had it. 

My brother has never been faithful to a woman in his life. 

My great-aunt got pregnant by my great-uncle before 

she was married, and had an abortion -- this was in the 20's. 

My Alsace-Lorraine great-grandmother died from blood poisoning (sepsis) 
after performing an abortion on herself with an unsterilized 

hatpin, after discovering that she was pregnant with her fifth child. 
Her husband and my great-uncles and my mother and my brother 

are all drunks. They were all illegal aliens from Germany for twenty 
years after immigrating. 

And I am tired of being quiet. 


‘How To Be A Real Bohemian" 


It is very important that you be unemployed, 

but still manage somehow to afford 

a $175 black leather jacket, $30 tour t-shirt, 

$80 pre-ripped jeans, and $200 black leather biker boots, 
not to mention $1,000 in alternative-to-music CD’s 

$200 in drugs at any given moment, 

$10,000 worth of musical equipment, a $1500 stereo, 

and a working vehicle of some kind. 

If you must have a job, at least have the decency 

to be a waiter or a busboy. 

Rent someone's attic, garage, or basement for under $200 a month 
or get 20 of your closest friends to rent a hellhole 

next to three crack houses. Grow out your hair. 

Get your body pierced. 

Get tattooes. 

Drink too much and write poems about oral sex. 

Have unprotected sex with nine total strangers in one week. 

Make fun of passers-by who aren’t as cool as you. 


ee 


SAY \A 


BAMERICKA LYNCHINGS 


4H 


yA 


\ 
\ 


ty) 


Frank, the general manager of Chwatsky's department 
store, tells me that, " You're not just a janitor, 
you are far far more than just a janitor!!! 
I=think of that as I am Plunging bloody tampons and 
shit down the toilet. I remember his words as I stick 
my hand into the customer wastebasket in the bathroom A ZL 
off of the tailor shop and pull out a blood soaked maxi-pad. 
I tell myself; ' I'm not a janitor. ' as I wash the scarlet 
river off of my hands hoping that whoever left it behind 

) does not have AIDS. I wonder for a second if I shouldn't 

| wear gloves but that would remove the danger, the gambling 


from my dull and boring job. Never was one to be afraid of the 
noose! He's right, I'm not a janitor, I'm a crazed mongrel Ae 
trapped in an insane asylum world where the have-nots outnumber ad 8 
the haves by a thousand to one. Where 3 to 7 percent of the populace Be Veet 
controls the countries wealth and does so in part by infesting Gas ay 
the ghetto with drugs and billy clubs. There is a bar on every toe 
corner, on every block where you can forget you ain't got. 

To mask the misery they run lotteries that steal your paycheck 

and allow whores to peddle love like it was only.a can of 

peas on a shelf. They got hospitals/prisons for any dissenters 
that get a little too loud; baseball bats to handle queer nation 
and a well trained Pavlo conservative majority with ' Let's 

lynch them' eyes. There is only one religion, THEIR religion and 
it spills hatred from pulpit to pew, from priest to rabbi to 
gentile to jew/ Robertson/Graham verbal gay bashing tongue 
lashing condemnation of a nation/ religions without remorse 


or forgiveness and gods with a stick up their ass who just 
don't give a damn 
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Eye Tell 


Lamed at youth 
through the eye 
and into the mind 


Never a chance at all 
with neighborhood bullies 
all the bloody noses 
told their tales 
to a screaming mother 


Never a chance at best 

with budding junior high 

dreams — fear was my enemy 

hard-ons at the black board 
told their tales 

to a laughing seventh grade 


Never a chance in hell 
to be like Brads and Biffs 
a looney toon from the start 
left out 

too late in the night 
full of opiates and Molsen 
later to be dried out 
wet pillows and red eyes 

told their tales 

to anyone who never listened 


Broke Again 


There’s nothing sacred 
about a penny jar, 
having been fed 
cold, dirty copper 
for months on end. 


Only after paycheks 

is it offered nickels 
and dimes — a quarter 
if its lucky. 


This content glass vessel 
sits on my desk, 
never deserving 
of the upending 
I give it 
on the floor 
next to the empty penny rolls. 


Poetry by Dave Schulz 


Of Limits 


Hanging Out 


Down by the old arcade 

this fragile existence —— f rom the mall, : 
this boy in man loud video game music 
a screaming, molested yells at our light heads. 

maid ee Colored Nintendo lights 
never any praise streak our bleary eyes. 
for dew grass momings ; 
or tanned and oiled thighs— Packed tight with danghalts, 
either grant - pot-heads and a few jocks, 
the smell of auth and chubby chicks galore, 
beating u y with big frosted hairdos— 
corde - P acne behind caked rouge. 
4 bon ed back In the back, a pool table; 
to stave off macho long-hairs get pissed 
the unbridling effect then one threatens another. 
that crashes me The fight moves outside, 
and let's me know but they always pussy out. 
oe — Disappointed fans head back in, 


all except the pot-heads 

who slither around back. 
Among rank weeds and trees, 
Acapulco aroma and lager foam; 
Man, we’re having fun. 


Back inside, hope to get laid: 
We end up hitching home, 
more drunk than legs can stand; 
thinking only of beds that call 
and toilets that scream. 
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* Do you like my stuff? Perhaps you'd like to submit poetry and 
prose of a similar caliber for a “literary” ‘zine I'm planning. I'm 
hoping to go to print with this project in May ‘93. Price will depend 
on size, which will depend on how many submissions I get. 

* L also do a ‘zine called Damn Nation, which is a self-described 
"journal of dissent.” The material in itis essentially iconoclastic and 
necessarily confrontational. Iam ananarchist (of thenon-syndicalist, 
libertarian sort), a non-mystic (a more appropriate term for “athe- 
ism"), and an advocate of individual liberties of all sorts. Contri- 
butions are welcome. Issue #2 is out now—28pages. $1.00PP. 


Dave Schulz ¢ P.0.Box 118 © Conway, SC * 29526 
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MAD PARADE PASSES BY 


Boy Whore! I yelled it in his face and watched his lips quiver like he was going to 
cry. This was three weeks after I’d asked him to leave my house. I had spent the 
better part of the last 2 and a half years supporting this boy. I gave and gave. He 
didn’t seem to appreciate all that I’d done for him. He hadn't seen me the night 
before I told him to go - struggling and crying over a decision I had to make. 


Boy Whore! | screamed at him as he rode off on a bike that was not his own. 
Some are givers and some are takers; at that moment I felt used. My thoughts 
flashed back across a broken cracked sidewalk. He had come be-bopin’ along 
clutching a bottle of Southern Comfort. He sure is fine 1 thought as we pass 
each other. Then he called my name. I had not seen him in years, not since he 


Disappointed, I let him spend the night and many more there after. So many 
memories rolled through by brain as I walked home. I still had not grown 
accustomed to the loneliness of my dwelling. I sat on my bedroom floor placing 
photographs of him into an album. A way to seal the past. I was angry and hurt. 
The last thing he had taken from me was my bike that I’d paid 50 bucks for. He’d 
said he would pay me for it on his next pay day. That day came and went and 
was why I yelled Boy Whore in his face. After all I’d done for him, he couldn’t 


remember to pay me for a lousy bike. 


Knock on the door - it’s him. Anger flashes as my voice rises. It’s not the 10 
dollars he’s offering me (after all I’d done); it’s me loving him and him not giving 
that love back the way I wanted. Weare yelling and shouting at each other. His 


fist flies and there’s blood streaming from my nose. My blood tasted like revenge 
him. I was livid and wanted to wreck his world. He called me 


remembered this, he used the word Homosexual - not faggot. I realized then that 
there was respect and yes, even some love. I could not carry through with the 
threats I’d made that day, I couldn’t stomach it. In the weeks that followed I was 
forced to look at my strong emotional attachment to this boy. Why him? Why 


me? I’d suffered my share of unrequited love. Answers for ue soul never come 
easy, nor clearly defined. 


I saw a child who could not be seen. He was all vague just like an outline. I saw 
y. His energy was love, a burning chunk, bouncing off 
satellites. He had already Janded in this n’ that man’s arms. His own arms 
couldn’t hold him. He loved so he ached. To give all he had to give was not 
enough. Look inside my child, what do you see? I realized then that I missed my 
friend. All that he taught me. From a game of cards, to the respect he gave and 
had for himself. He has shared something from deep inside. Our little boys 
laughed and ran on that energy little boys have. I was a child again, excited at the 
prospect of an adventure each new day brings. Music throbs loud, I dance with 


abandon. He has taught me well. Still, among the broken toys of two little boy’s 


fight there is something that remains. Respect and love survives. With sadness in 


my eyes I look to the future - and what it will bring. Boy Friend! 


Drew Blood 


FEGHT FASCISM: 
FUGK THE 
NEW DRUG 
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HIV TV 


You got your positive results 

they turned the channel on your destiny 
You see the premiere 

of your next 10 years 

if you last that long 

See you’re a TV show now 


and you may only last a season 


Death interrupts the broadcast over and over 
like a commercial for a welding school 

you used to remote it into oblivion 

but now you don’t have the controls anymore 
You have to watch it 

And you have to go to that school 

you wear your death like a pair of safety goggles 
it’s everywhere between you and the world now 
Your 20/20 vision of denial has deteriorated 


And your diet of immortality and complacency 
you can’t digest anymore 

R-O-L-A-I-D-S HIV TV 

Let the TV tell you what to do 

Let your death talk to you 

Do what 4 out of 5 doctors recommend 

no matter that they’re all fools 

Let the pretty faces of Death TV 

tell you what to do 

like a waiter describing the specials 

Or some anorexic bimbo from a Virginia Slims ad 
talkin about lean cuisine 

you won’t feel yourself wasting away so fast 
if you make believe you’re on a diet 


Trix are for fags 
You’ll have to eat all your trix like breakfast cereal 


wonderin which one infected you 
You'll have to eat the 9 essential vitamins of nonsense 
for breakfast, lunch and dinner 
for the rest of your life 

You can’t turn the channel 

you ain’t got cable anymore 

and you can beg for a satellite dish 
from Uncle Sam 


but in the end 
there aint a show worth seeing through to the end 


It’s a tube 

a birth canal ' 

a tunnel de 

and you do see the light at the other end ‘P® 

unlike the rest age ie ; 

only it’s the light of your own death ANB lang At a's ai 
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I keep seein that time travellin show | 
Time Tunnel 1 
And its big black and white Spiraling cone’ — 
like a gateway to death 
to the outer limits and the twilight zone 
You’re lost in space 

the Partridge family Sings dirges 

and the Brady Bunch are runnin around 

cuz Greg tested POsitive 

but in the end 

they find out it was a mistake 

anu the whole family is happy 

and Marsha gives you a kiss 

and somebody else will die instead 

on some other network 
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You’ll watch Fantasy Island 
about the faggot 

who gets to be cured 

and then learn some lame lesson 
from Mr. Rourke 

some New Age crap like 

“You wanted this disease’ 


You can dream of Jeannie 

if you want 

but you’re in the bottle now 

and only death gets to play Major Nelson 


You’ll hop on the loveboat 

and fall in love with some other pariah he 
and die together in sentimental hogwash » ae (ge es 
as Captain Steubing and Gofer Shed tears into the ship’s waké™ 74> 
You can turn off the TV 

but you still have to carry that tool bag 

to the welding school 

and make that Sheetmetal ethereal body 

make it shiny and light 

but with a lead boot 

the better to kick the face out of Death TV with 
the amniotic sack of your dying 

The window that you'll climb through 
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